122               THE  PASSING  OF  AN  AGE

think, however, that I have exaggerated the force of
his personality. My grandmother, who ruled supreme
at Shanganagh and with a rod of iron, would refer
to him in that flattened tone of voice which she re-
served for Queen Victoria or the Primate of all Ireland.
My aunt (herself a most authoritative woman) made
no attempt in his presence to assert her own powerful
individuality. And he was the only person of whom
my father was ever known to stand in awe.

It is thus in a mood of spiritual gratitude that I
submit my infant hero-worship to the tests of adult
experience ; and try to understand that strange amal-
gam of diffidence and ambition, of impulse and caution,
of force and sensitiveness, of flamboyance and sim-
plicity which is so frequently the heritage of those who
mingle the Irish with the Scottish blood.
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We left Lord Dufferin standing upon the bridge at
Copenhagen contemplating the end of his Arctic
adventure, the passage of sweet irresponsibility, and
the closing of an age. The gay sands of early-Victorian-
ism had only five short years to run. That December
morning was not far distant on which, in the breakfast
room at Hawarden, he heard from Mr. Gladstone's
lips that the Prince Consort was dead. From that
moment the tarlatans and the sarcenets gave place to
crepe and bombazine, the hammer-cloths were re-
moved from the box-seats of the family barouche, the
footmen abandoned their rumbles (and within a few
years their silk stockings also) the curricles degenerated
into dog-carts, and the smoke of factory chimneys